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INTRODUCTION 



Schiller stands pre-eminent among the German 
writers. He combines the various talents of the 
historian, the dramatic and the lyric poet. Some 
of his Histories and Tragedies have been trans- 
lated, but his Lyric Poems are less familiar to the 
English reader. 

<< The casting of a bell (says the author of an 
Autumn on the Rhine, 2nd edition, p. 223) is in 
Germany an event of solemnity and rejoicing. In 
the neighbourhood of the Hartz and the other 
mining districts you read formal announcements in 
the newspapers from bell-founders, that at a given 
time and spot a casting is to take place, to which 
they invite all their friends. An entertainment 
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oat of doors is prepared, and held with much fes- 
tivity." 

It will be perceived that the mechanical opera- 
tions attendant on the casting a bell, and its uses 
when finished, suggest moral reflexions which 
Schiller has clothed in the language of poetry. 
*^The Song of the Bell" contains images truly 
national ; and the general view of human life which 
it presents, is associated with the domestic feelings 
of that middle state between the extremes of wealth 
and poverty, which is happily the lot of a very 
great proportion of mankind. 

One of the most pleasing of our English poets 
has expanded Schiller's ideas into a description of 
** Human Life" in a higher rank of society ; yet 
the misfortunes incident to that station do not ex* 
cite so great a common interest as those which are 
presented in Schiller's poem. 

Had the author above quoted, who gives a prose 
description of the poem, undertaken its translation 
with similar talent to that which he has transfused 
mto those of Goethe's *^ Baiadere" and Schiller's 



^< Cassandra,'^ the following attempt would hav« 
been unnecessary. It has been the employment 
of some hours dedicated to the study of the Ger- 
man language. The translator was not aware, until 
he had nearly completed it, that he had been an* 
ticipated by Lord Leveson Gower. 

He would have declined entering the lists with 
the excellent translator of the "Faust" of Goethe, 
but on inspection of that version of " The Song of 
the Bell," he considered it rather as a poetical 
illustration of Schiller's thoughts, than such a 
translation as would give the mere English reader 
a correct idea of the poem itself. 

The following is more literally, if less poetically, 
rendered ; and the translator has endeavoured in 
general to communicate, not only Schiller's ideas, 
but the mode both as to rhyme and order in 
which they are conveyed ; in some parts, however, 
this was found unattainable. 

The German original is annexed, to enable the 
English reader to judge between that and the 
translation, as similar construction of the sen- 
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tences and similarity in the words of two conge*^ 
nerous languages are frequently discernible. This 
has been done also with the further view of ex- 
citing to the study of the language of a great 
nation, to whom we are indebted for many dis- 
coveries in science and in art, and for noble exer- 
tions in the causes of literature and freedom of 
opinion. 

The serious character of a people who begin the 
common business of every-day life with prayer — 
who attach importance as well to the manner of 
performing an action as to the action itself — the 
custom of travelling either in their own or foreign 
countries in the interval between the completion of 
their education and their settlement in life — the 
household manners, where great attention is paid 
to the minutiae of domestic oeconomy — the aggre- 
gation of the agricultural population in small towns 
and villages, frequently walled, where the products 

of the field are stored under the protection of 
municipal police — the common field system of cul- 
tivation — and the consequent depasturing of the 
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cattle of each township under the care of a com- 
mon herdsman,— are peculiarities in German man- 
ners to be noted and recollected in perusing the 
following poem. Other temporary allusions will be 
understood by the information that the German 
original was first published in 1799. 

Frederick von Schiller was born at Mar- 
bach in 1759, and died at Weimar in 1805. 
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S)a^ fiieb uon ber ©rocfe. 



Vivos voco. Mortuos plango. Fulgura frango. 



THE SONG OF THE BELL. 



3>a^ eieb ijon fcec ©locfe^ 



S'efi gemauert in ber ©rbeti 
@te|it We gotm, au^ Ce|)m gebtatim* 
^eute muf We ©locfe werbeti ! 
^fdb; ©efetteti ! fepb ^ur ^atib ! 
JBoti bit ©time l^eig 
(Ktmteti ntuf bet ©dbn^eif , 
@Dtt t)a^ 2Berf ben 3J?eijier loben; 
S)Ddb ber ©egeti fommt tjoti ofien* 

Sunt 2Berfe, t)a^ wir enifi beteiteti, 
©ejiewt jidb wol^l em etnjie^ aUon ; 
2©emi gute Webeti fie Bealeiteti, 
Samt ffiegt t)ie 9lr6eit mumet fott* 
@D laf t mi je§t mit ^leif Betradbteti; 
Wai burdb bic fdbwadbe ^raft emfptm^t ; 
S)ett fdbtedbteti aWatiti mix^ man reradbteti, 
S)er me Bebadbt, wa^ et roUBrm^t* 



THE SONG OF THE BELL, 



The mould firm waU'd in earthy cell 

Of loam well burnt and fashion'd stands ; 
Comrades, today we found the bell ! 
Then ready be your labouring hands ! 
Warm from the brow 
The sweat must flow, — 
Let praise be to the workman given ; 
But the blessing comes from Heaven. 

It is a work of thought and toil ; 

It rests on number, weight, and measure ; 
Let measured words our time beguile : 

So shall our labour turn to pleasure. 
With sober aim to serious end, 

Be skill and industry combined, 
For scorn will on man's works attend. 

Unless they bear the stamp of mind : 
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"S^ai ifl'i ia, wai bin a)?enfdben jietet, 
Unt) ba^u waxb i^m bit 2?eirf}ani), 
Saf er i«t itineni ^erjcti fpfiret, 
2Ba^ er etfdbafft mit feimr ^atib* 

9}eNct *0o(j t^om ^icf^tettfiantnte, 
25odb itdbt trocfeti laf t e^ fe^ti; 
®ag bie em^epregte ^lamnte 
©cblage ju bent @dbn?alcb ('itietn ! 
^o^t bti RnpfiYi fBtzi, 
©dbmll bai S^^^ Ifititi, 
S)ag t)ie ^dl^e ©locfetifpeife 
^liege tiadb btt redbteit 2Beife» 

200^ in bzi Sanime^ tiefer ©tube 
2)ie .Qanb wit ^euet^ .gfilfe 6aut, 
^Ddb auf De« Xfiurtttc* ©locfenftube, 
S)a wixb ii von uti^ jcufleti lout ; 
g?Ddb bauent wirb'^ in fpdten Xagen 
Unb tixifttn rielet a)?enfdben Dl^r, 
Unb witb mit bent JBetrfifiten flaxen, 
Unb jJintnten ju bit Slnbadbt S^ot* 



For this was reason given to, man, 

This raises him above the brute ; . 
The heart should feel, the head should plan, 

Before the hand should execute. 

Take the pine-tree's driest wood. 
See the flame be fierce and good, 

And strike into the furnace roof; 
Stir well the tin and copper mass, 
That each into the other pass. 

And the mixt metal be the standard proof. 



The work which, with fire's helping power, 

Deep in the silent earth we frame. 
Shall high from out the belfry-tower 

In accents loud our art proclaim ; 
To distant times, to men unborn, 

Sh^ raise its loud instructive voice, 
Shall with the mourning spirit mourn. 

And with the joyful heart rejoice. 



^ai unten tief bent ©tbcnfclbw 
^ai wecbfeltibe 2?cir^dti3tiig Brtn-gt; 
Sa^ fdbld^t an bit metallm Orotic, 
X)ie €£( et^auUdb wetter fltngt. 

Wii^i SJtafeti felb' i* frtitigen ; 
2BoW ! tie 3)?afleti fmb itn ^u^* 
£agi'^ tnit Slfdbetifalj burdbbriitflett/ 
®a^ 6ef 6tbett fdbmll ben ®nfi. 
5ludb t)Dm ©dbauwe rem 
a)?u^ tie a)?ifdbuttfl feDti/ 
S)af t)Dni remlidbeit a)?etaUe 
JKeiit utib roll t)le ©timwe fcballe* 

®emt tnit ber ^ube ^eierflange 
Seflrfigt jie ba^ geliebte if inb 
5luf feine^ £e6en^ erjlent ©ange, 
®en e^ in ©dblafe^ 5lrm 6eflinnt* 
3iitn ru^en nodb im geitenfclbof e 
Sie fdbwarjen unb bie tjeitern ficofe, 
S)er SWutterliebe jarte ©orgen 
Sewadben feinen golbnen aJIorgen— 



Whatever to the sons of earth 
Th' unmeasurable womb of time 

Brings from its deep recesses forth, 
Shall sound on its metallic chime. 

I see the whitening bubbles rise; 

Well ! the mass is melted through : 
Add the needful alkalis, 

So the gush shall quickly flow. 
From dross and foulness free 
Must the mixture be, 
That firom the metal pure and clear, 
The full clear sound may strike the ear. 

Then with the pealing sounds of joy 
It greets the first-bom darling boy, 
Who entering on life's changeful day. 
Unconscious sleeps the hours away; 
And though upon his future &te 
Evil and good by turns await, 
The anxious mother's tenderest cares 
Watch o'er the morning of his years ; 
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2)ie 3«bte flie^eti pfeilgefcbwrnt). 
2?o«t 9)?dbdbeti tei^t jidb )iolj ber iltiabe/ 
®t jjfirnit iti^ Ecbeti will) IbiwaU^, 
®urdbmigt bie 2BeU am 2Batiberjta6c/ 
Sremb f e^^n cr i^eim iti^ 2?ateir{>au^ : 
Utib ^erttidb/ in ber 3u^«nt) ^rangen, 
2Bie. eiti ©efiilb au^ ^^itmdi .06b'ti/ 
aWit jAdbtigen, tevfdbamteit TOatigen 
@ic|it er tie 3«n5fr^« t?ot jidb jiel^ti* 
Sa faf t eiti nametitofe* ©e^nen 
®e^ 36n3lm3^ '^er^, er im alleiti, 
9lu£f femeti Slugen Bredben S^rdmn, 
et fliebt ber 2?r6t)et wilbcn JKei^'ti • 
(Stxbt^tnh folgt ct il^ren ©pureti, 
Unb iji t?Dtt il^rem ®m^ Beglicft, 
Sa« ©db&nfie fucbt er auf ben §luren, 
SBontit er feim Sie6e fdbtnAcFu 
! aarte ©eNfuc&t, fiS^e^ ^offeti, 
Ser crjleti £ie6e golbm 3«t ! 
Sa^ 9luge jte^t ben ^immd offeti, 
(£« fdbwelgt ba« ^erj in ©eligfeit, 






Those years outspeed the arrow's flight 
The youth the woman's wardship spurns, 

The sea of life he boldly ploughs, 
The world's wide wanderer, — then returns 

A stranger to his father's house. 
, In bloom of youth and beauty's pride, 

Like a work of heavenly hands. 
Her cheeks with modest blushes dyed. 

The virgin form before him stands. 
Then rises in his youthfiil heart 

The nameless wish ; — alone he sighs ; 
Tears from his eyelids frequent start ; 

Manhood's social sports he flies. 
Blushing upon her steps to wait, 

To hail each favouring glance with joy. 
In wreaths the loveliest flowers to plait. 

And deck the fair one, his employ. 
Hope, thou soft; nurse of young desire ! 

First love's delightful golden age ! 
His waking dreams to heaven aspire. 

Thoughts steep'd in bliss the heart engage. 
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! t)ag jtc mis Qxiimn blkbt 
®ie fdb6m 3«t bit jungeti Cie6e ! 

2Bie jtdb fdboit tie ^feifeti Btduneti I 
©iefeg ©tdbdbeti taudb' i* eiti; 
@e^n wit*^ uBctglaft erfdbeineti, 
2Bii*'^ jum ©uffe jeiti^ fe^n* 

3e§t, ©efellen, frif* ! 

^tiift mirba* ©ewif*, 
D6 bai &ptbbi mit bm 2Beicf>ett 
@idb tereim ^utn guteti S^cjbeti* 

Setiti wo ba^ ©mtiae tnit bm 3atten, 
2?o ©tarfe^ jidb ur^ mibii paamn, 
©a ^iebt e^ einen guten ^latig* 
S)rum pr6fe/ wer ji* cwig 6mt)et/ 
£)6 jidb ba^ Jgerj jum ^er^en finbet ; 
Set aQ5a|>n ifi fur^, Die Keu ijl lang ! ^ 
Cicblidb m bit 9?tdute Cocfen 
©pielt ber jutiafrduHcfje ^ranj/ 
2©enn We Jbelteti ^ircbenglorf en 
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Ah, could it ever verdant prove, 
The wreath of first and early love ! 

Fire-brown'd the conduit pipes appear, 

In I dip this proving rod ; 
If it a glassy surface wear, 

'Tis time to free the molten flood. 
Comrades ! now be quick and steady. 
Prove me if the mass be ready. 
If the rough and smooth combine. 
And jointly give the proper sign. 

When weak and strong and soft and hard 
Are in their due proportions shared. 

The bell its proper tone will prove. 
Thus ere the nuptial knot be tied, 
Let heart to heart be well allied, 

For long repentance follows hasty love. 
How fair her locks with flowerets crown'd. 

The virgin for the altar dight; 
The merry bells are ringing round, 

And to the bridal feast invite. 
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9ldb ! bii iiizni fdb6iij?e ^eier 

(SvibiQt audb t^en £^Uni^Wia^; 

Wit bm ©iinel/ mit bm ©dbleier 

JKei^t bit fdb6m 3Sa^ti emjwei. 

S)ie Ceibetifdbaft fTie|>t, 

S)ie £ie6e muf 6Ici6en ; 

®ie aJlunie retWiSl^t, 

S5ie ^udbt tnug tteifeeii ; 

®er STOanti mug t>inau« 

Sn"^ feinMidbe £e6eti, 

aj?u^ wirfeti unb flhreben 

Unb pflanjen utib fdbaffen/ 

©rlificn, cnraffca 

SWu^ wemn utib wagcn 

Xai ©Ificf ju crjiagen*— 

®a jfr6met ^erbei bie utienblidbe ®a6e, 

&i ffilU (icjb bet ©peidbet mit fb\Hi^ct .0a6e, 

®ie 9f dume wadbfcti/ e^ bel^nt jt* ba^ ^ou^ ; 

Utib btitineti wattct 

S)ie iudbti)je ^au^frau, 

S)ie a)?umr bit Rinbix, 
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Ah ! with life's loveliest May too soon 

Closes life's loveliest holiday ; 
And with the virgin veil and zone 

Is rent the fairy dream away. 
But though the bloom of young desire is past, 
The fruit of virtuous love shall thrive md last 
Into the strife 
Of busy life 

The man must rush, must work and toil, 
And plant and build. 
Must wake and watch, 
And hoard and snatch, 
And dare the peril for the spoil. 
Wealth pours in its plenteous streams, 
With wealth are bent the gamer's beams ; 
His house's widen'd rooms with wealth are fiU'd ;• 
That house the home of comfort; there 
The matron-mother plies her care, 
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Unb ^enrfcbet weife 

Unb te^m bie aRdbdbett; 

Unb tt^e^m bm ^na6en, 

Unb reflet obn" 6nbe 

S)ie fleif iflen ^dnbe, 

Unb mt^^n ben ©ewinn 

2J?it orbnenbeni ©inn, 

Unb f6Uet wit @dbd$en bie 6uftenben iabtn, 

Unb brel^t txm bit fdbnunrenbe ©pinbel ben ^abm, 

Unb fanmielt int teinlidb fle^ldtteten ©cbrein 

Sie fdbininietnbe SBolle, bm fcjbneeiflten Siitt, 

Unb ffiflet itxm @uten ben ©tanj unb bin ©dbimmer, 

Unb tti^et nitttttien 



Unb bet 2?ater wit ftol^ew 9?licf 
^on bti ^aufe^ n^itfdbauenbew @ie6el 
Ue6erjd|)let fein ilii^itib ®m, 
©ie^et btt ^fojlen mgenbe Sduwe, 
Unb btt @dbeunen gef^Ute SHaumi, 
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Versed in every saving art ; 

Well she plays the housewife's part : 

To the girls imparts her skill, 

Keeps the boys from doing ill; 

Directs with well discerning eye 

The busy hand of industry ; 

With art to win, and care to keep. 

Adding to the gathered heap. 

The sweet-scented drawers with treasures she fills. 
She twirls the spun thread round the quick flying 

wheels, 
Collects in the clean and well ordered chest 
The smooth shining wool, the linen snow white, 
And makes every thing there look polish'd and 

bright, 
And is never at rest. 

And he, the goodman, placed on high, 
From the mansion's lofliest floor 
Casts a proud and joyful eye. 
And counts his wealthy products o'er. 
There the future vintage glows. 
There the treasured wines repose : 
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Unb bk ©pcidber, torn ©egen gcSogcti, 
Unt) t)e^ ^onte^ betpegte SBo^etii 
9{A|»tnt ftdb nitt ffol^cnt 3)7imb : 
fjefi/ wie bit gtbe ©mitb, 
©egen be* Unglucf * a»a*t 
@te|)t mir bc£! .Qaufe* *i5racfet ! 
Sect) mit bii @efdbi(fe* ^ddbten 
3fi fein ew'ger JBunb ju fledbteti; 
Unb bai Unglficf fcbteitet fdbnelU 

2O0&I ! tStm fam ber ®uf (e^iimen ; 

@(bbn gejacfet i|i bit Smdb* 

Sodb, 6et)^t wit'* lajfcti rittnen, 

JBetet eimit firontniett ©prudb ! 

©toft ben 3<^pf«« <^«^ ' 
®Dtt bett^a^t ba* ^aui ! 

iKaudbenb in be* ^enf el* S9o/)en 

©dbie^f* mit feuer6raunen SBogen. 

aSoWti^ati^ iff be* Seuer* Wia^t, 
2Benn jie bet SWenfcb Bejd^nit; bewodbt ; 
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Here gathered grain on the bent beams is borne, 
There for the coming sickle waves the com. 
From the full breast the lofty words burst forth : 
" Fix'd as the firm and sure-set earth. 

Against the evil hour, 

Is my house's pride and power.*' 
But who can take a bond of fate? 
Unthought-of ills around him wait. 
And even now misfortune 's at his gate. 

The gusli may now be well begun, 

Well clean'd out is the sough, and clear ; 
But before we let it run. 

Speak the pious word of prayer. 
Let the fluxed metal loose : 
Heaven preserve this house ! 
O'er the bell's high-arching bow 
See the metallic waves in fiery torrent flow : 

Useful is the might of fire 

When man controls and guides its course, 

c 
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Unb wai er UM, wai it fdbaflTt, 
Sa^ bavlH it biefer ^immiUhafu 
S)oc& furdbtBar with bk ^immiUttaft, 
aPemt fie bet ^eP jtc& entraflTt, 
€m&entitt auf bet ei^mti ©put 
® ie fireie Xodbter bit fflatm ; 
2Be^e/ mm (te lo^jgelafTeii, 
2Badbfenb oi>tie 2Piberflanb, 
Surdb bie tJoltteleBten @ai[in 
2Bdl^ ben unge^euetti SBranb ! 
Setm bie ©entente ^affm 
Sa« ©etitb' bet aSenfdben&anb* 
2ltt^ bet aPolf e 
Quttlt bet ©egen, 
©ttbttit ber 9?egen ; 
Slug ber 2Bolfe, o^ne Wa^l, 
3ucft ber ©traW ! 

$6rt iW^ wimmttn &odb tjom X^urm ? 
Sag ifi ©turm ! 
3?ot^ wii 9?lut 

!^a^ if} nidbt bti Zagd @lut I 
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And whatsoe'er his thoughts desire, 

He fashions by its helping force : 
But fierce its might, and dread its force, 

When fi:om control and guidance free. 
Nature's wild daughter, from that course 

It bursts in native anarchy : 
Woe ! when loose from all its ties, 

To its growing rage no bar. 

And destroying all it meets. 
Through the thickly peopled streets 
The gathering conflagration flies : 

In the elemental war ' 
Are crush'd the loveliest works of mortal hand. 
From the clouds 

Which bless the earth with gentle showers, 
.Down the rainy torrent pours ; 
From the clouds in fitful start 
The forked lightnings dart. 
Hark ! to their crackling whizzing sound. 
Quivering the lofly tower around : 
That is the storm, — that bloody ray 
Which fires the heaven is not the glow of day. 

c 2 
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©traf en auf ! 
SJatnpf waltt auf] 
^lotfmit* jlei^t Hi ^euerfduk ; 
25ur* tier ©traf e lange SeOe 
2Bd*jl e^ fort ttiit SJinbefeik ; 
^o*ent wie mi Ofini 3?adben 
®W{>n Hi £6fte, Solfen fracben, 
^foilen fWi^en, ^enfier nirren, 
^intxr iatnroem, ORfitter irrert, 
X|)iere wimmem 
Umer Irfimmeim ! 
9tUe^ remtet, tettet, flii^m, 
XaalfAl ifl bie Sla^t gelidbtet ! 
Sat* ber ^dnbe lange if ette 
Urn bie JBette 

gliegt ber ©met ; ^o^ in fBogm 
@pri$en QueUen Wafftmo^trt^ 
^eulenb fommt ber ©turn geflo^en, 
Set bie Jlamme Braufenb fudbt ; 
^raPnb in bie bdm ^ucfct 
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From the streets arise 

Woe's fearful cries 

On every side. 

Through smothering steam the blazing columns 

stride, 
Than wind more fleet. 
From street to street ; — 
As the full-fraught furnace reeks, 
The Heavens glow: 
Down the blazing rafters go, 
The beams are dash'd. 
The windows crash'd, 

Mix'd are the mother's wails, the children's shrieks. 
Beneath the falling ruins thrown. 
The brute beasts pour their fruitless moan ; 
All is haste, escape and flight. 
Bright as day the noon of night; 
From hand to hand in eager haste 
Are the loaded buckets past: 
Its watery bows 

High the well-plied engine throws ; 
The wild storm howling blows. 
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SdUt fte, in iti &pt\^ti aJdume 
5n bet ©patten bdm fB&nmi, 
Unb al^ n^oUte fte im SBef^en 
aJJit ji* fon ber grbe 2Buc&t 
9?eiflen, m ^ewalf ^er ^luc&t, 
5©d*|l fie in M JgimmeW J56i>en 
SWefengtof ! 
.goffhung^lo^ 

a©eidbt ber SWenf* ber ®6tterj!dtfe ; 
3»6gifl (lelbt er feme 2Betfe 
Unb 6ewunbemb untetge^en* 



CeergeBmnnt 
3|l bie ©tdtte, 

aPitber ©tfirme rau^eS 55ette; 
3n ben 6ben Sen|lerl^6|>ten 
2Bo&nt ba^ ©rauen, 
Unb be^ ^immel^ 2Bolfen fc&ouen 
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To mix its horrors with the crackling flames ; 

They rush together through the parched beams : 

And where the dry grain lies upon the drier wood, — 

As if the storm would in its fitful mood 

The solid earth up-tear, 

And lay the frame of nature bare,-^ 

The pillary flames of giant size 

Reach to the vaulted heaven. 
All hope now flies ; 
Man yields to Fate's severe decrees : 

Motionless he stands, 
With reverential awe, and sees 

All the labour of his hands 
Down to the earth in ashes driven. 

Quite burnt down 

Is the town ; 

The rough bed of the wild and wasted storm. 

The blacken'd window-portals high. 

Ruin's ghastly shapes deform. 

And through them on each side is shown 

The cloud-vext sky. 
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. ©mn »Kcf . 
9?adb i^em @ra6e 
©eimr ^a6e 

@mfi ftbW^ bam itxm Wanbtv^abi ; 
Wai %tmti 2But{> i^m au^ smubt, 
©n f6f cr Iro|l if} i^m seWirtcn : 
©t ja|>lt bU ^dupter feimr £ie6eti, 
Unb jiel^ 1 i^tti fe^lt fein t^axni J^aupu 

3n bee grb' ifj'^ auf^etiomttten, . 

®l6cni*if}bte5Drttisef6at; 

fffiirb'^ audb f*6n ju lage fommcn, 

Saf e^ ^Wf unt) ^unfi vtvgiU? 

2Beim ber ®uf mi^ana ? 

2Bcmt bie ^otm jerfpran^? 
21* ! tjicUeidbt, inbcm wir l^offen, 
.0at un^ Unl^eil fdbon aettoffcm 

\ 

Sew bunfeln @*of bet {^efl'gen @rbe 
2?ewauen wit bet .gditbe X^at, 
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One sad look— 'tis the last — 

Does the sufferer cast 

On the wreck of his fortunes overthrown : 

Then grasps with firmer hand 

His pilgrim stafi^ rejoiced to find 

That all his living wealth, his household band, 

The fire's wrath hath spared ; not one 

Is lost or left behind. 



Well does the earth the metal hold. 

Happily is fill'd the mould. 

Shall it well open to the day ? 

Shall it our art and toil repay? 

Should the gush have miss'd its course ? 

Or the mould yielded to its force? 
Ah ! perhaps while hopes we cherish, 
All our hopes and wishes perish. 

In the dark womb of mother Earth 
Our handy work now buried lies. 



« 
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2?mro«t btt ©dmann feim (Saat, 
Unt) i^offi, bftf (le emf«imeii werbe 
3"»n ©c^en, n«db bt$ ^immtU 9?ftt{», 
9?odb f ftflUdbmrt ©amen Bagm 
2Bir trouKiit in ixt ©rbe ©dbof , 
Unt> lioffen, baf « oti^ ti<n ©drgen 
©reifiiien foU ju fc(>6nem £oo«. 

Son l)em Some, 
@4>ttw unt> iang, 
Zbnt bit @tocfe 

emfl eegletten t{>re Imuerfdbldae 
€ineii SBantter mf bm le^en SBege* 

91* ! We ©attin ifl'^, bte tjjeure, 
51* ! e^ 1)1 bU mm SWutter, 
Sie t)er f*tt»ft»3e ^firfl ber @*atten 
Wigf^^n aui bm 9lnn b(i ©atten, 
5lu^ ber jatteti ^iitber 6*ftr/ 



^m ... .^.^.ti^M^-^, ^_-=^^,.^.— «^^. ^ ,■ _ 
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Thus to his toil the sower goeth forth, 

In hope that to his longing eyes 
The buried seed shall rise to promised birth. 
Alas ! to holy earth we trust 

A dearer, richer seed. We weep, 
In hope from out the cof&n'd dust 

A harvest of eternal joy to reap. 

From the tower 

With warning knell 
And solemn roar 

The passing-beU 
Is heard in accents deep to toll. 
And bid the prayer of peace for a departing soul. 

Ah, it is the much-loved wife ! 
Ah, it is the tender mother ! 
Whom unpitying Death removes 
From the husband's fond embrace. 
From the smiling infant race, — 
The pledges of their early loves. 



-«- -*> 
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Sie fie an t)cr mnm fBmfi 
aBadbfen fa& mit aSuttertufi— 
Sldb! t^ejf ^aufe« jam 9?aiit)e 
©inb 3el6tl auf immerbar, 
^emi fte ivol^nt im @dbattenla)tt)e, 
Sie be^ ^aufe^ abutter war, 
Semi e^ fe^lt i^t mmi Walm, 
3^te ©orge wadbt tiidbt me^r ; 
Sin tjewaifier ©tdtte fdbalten 
9Bitb bie %tmt>i, Ikidau 

mi bie ©locf e ft* vttfixWt 
2a^t bie jtrenge 2lt6eit ml^ii s 
2Bie im i?au6 ber 2?03el fpielet 
3roa5 ficj) ieber gfitlidb t{)un. 

3Bmft ber ©terne Cidbt, 

Cebi5 aller $fli*t, 
.66rt ber SBurf* bie 9?efper fdblaflen ; 
a)?eijier mug jidb immer plaszn^ 

SDJunter f6rbm feine ©c&ritte 
§ern im wilben ^ot^bvt 3Banbrer 
SKadb ber UeBen ^eimat|)fitte. 
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Who with health and vigour blest, 
Fiird with joy the mother's breast 
Rent are the fine yet powerful ties 

Which to life and them had bound her ; 
There the house's mother lies. 

With death's darksome shades around her ;— 
Her anxious energies are o'er, 
For them that bosom beats no more, — 
Sad orphans of her care bereft. 
And to the uncaring stranger left. 

Whilst the mix'd metals slowly cool. 
Let the strength of labour rest. 

Light as the bird who wings the air, 
Soon as the evening stars appear. 
Released from care. 

Is the servant free to roam. 
Joyful he hears the curfew toll. 
But anxious thoughts still fill the master's 
breast. 

Hastening at the close of day. 
The forest^wanderer speeds his way 
To his peaceful happy home. 



•1^ 
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93t6f«it> at<|»en (>cim Me @cl>afe, 

Uiit> bet SHivUxt 

fBt^gt^mt, glam ©*««« 

^ottttnen 6rfiUcnb, 

Ste ^ewoljjiten ©tdUe fjauenb, 

©cbioer j^min 

@cim»«nft t>« Sageit, 

^otm6elai>en, 

3?um von ^ar6en 

5lttf ten ®ftr6en 

Ccegt beif ^mt^, 

Unl) ta« junge 2?olf beir ©cNtter 

aWftrft un{) @traf e mthn ftHlet, 
Urn be« £ic{>f g ^efeU'^e ^amme 
©amtneln ft* Me jQcaxihrno^ner, 
Unt {)«« ©tabtt^oif fcffUef t ji* fnamnt. 
©c&warj 6e&e(fet 
©idb bii Qtbi ; 

So* 5en jldbem Mtgn fdbredfet 
9?j*t Me ««a*t, 
Sie t>en »6fen ^rd^* »edf et, 
Setrn bftjJ Sluge t>e^ @efe$e« wod&t* 
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Wind slowly to their home the lengthen'd train 

Of bleating flocks ; 

Full many a broad-faced ox, 

Smooth-skinn'd, deep-lowing comes, and all 
• In order turn, each to his wonted stall. 

Grating on axle harsh amain 

Swings the com-beladen wain; 

Crown'd with many-colour'd wreaths 

Are the sheaves. 

With the reapers mixt advances 

Frolic youth in mazy dances. — 

Still are the market and the street. 

And around the social hearth 

The happy household circles meet. — 

The town-gates creaking close; 

Night throws her sable mantle o'er the earth : 

But night, which wakes the bad to deeds of harm, 

Scares not the peaceful burgher's safe repose 

Beneath Law's watchful eye and guardian arm. 



S2 



^il'5< jDrfcnun^, feaetireicjie 

Srei utib leidbt uttb freuW^ BitiH 
S»ie bit @td5t< 9?au ge^rfittbet, 
S)ie J^ewin ton txti @«jiU>en 
9?t<f ten un^efeU'^en 2»iUxn, 
©ntrat in to* STOenfdben ^fittcn, 
Sie 3«w6f»nt ju fanften ©itten, 
Unb ba^ t{»euerjie btv SSanh 
2006, ben Iriet iwm 2?aterianbe ! 

laufenb fleif ^e ^dnbe re^en, 
W«n <«cf» in munterm 95unb, 
Unb in feuriaetn Sewegen 
2Berben aUe ^rdfte f unb ; 
SKeifler tfil^rt jl* unb ©cfeUe 
3n ber ^ei|>ett ()eil'geai @cf>u$, 
3«teif fwut ji* fetner ©telle, 
93ietet bent 2?eif(klbter Xm§» 
9lr6eit ijj M Sfirgetl gietbe, 
©eaen ifl ber aWfijje ^rei^ ; 
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Holy Order ! — ^bliss bestowing. 
Heaven born— o'er equals throwing 
Free and light and joyous ties, 
Bade on firm base the city rise, 
And its growing mansions fill'd 
With rovers from the unsoci^ wild, 
Enter'd in the savage cot, 
Milder arts and manners taught. 
And wove that dearest, holiest band, 
Which knits us to our father-land. 

Thousands in active union join'd, 

Mutual aid and help supply. 
Motion and strength build up combined 

The giant tower of Industry. 
Each takes his place in order due : 

Freedom alike her shield extends 
O'er master and o'er servant too. 

And from scorn and pride defends. 
On toil is built the burgher's fame, 

And honours on his toil await, 
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&ftt ben Rhnid feim ©fitte, 

potter ^ebc, 
6fig< ©tttra*t, 
tajettet, wettet 

§reunMidb 66eir biefer ©tobt I 
3K6a« nU ber lag <iff*eiwii, 
2Bo be^ ifftu|>en ^riegcff ^otbett 
X)ief«« flitle I|>al burdbto6cti, 
^0 bet ^innnel/ 
Xen be« ^imti fonfte SK6t^< 
CieBlicd wait, 

2?on ber IS^ifw, ton ber ©tdbte 
SBilbem 95ranbe fdnrecfti* flra^ft ! 

ghtn jerfcredbt t«lr ba6 ®e6dube,— 
Seine 5l6ii*t |>af « erffiUt,— 
Xaf ft* ^erj unb Stage welbe 

©ctwingt ben •gammer, fd^rvingt, 
fSii bet 3J?amel fptingt ! 
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Less in degree, in kind the same. 
As those which deck the regal state. 

Beauteous Peace, 

And Union sweet; 
Never, never may they cease 

Friend-like in this reahn to meet I 
Never may the day appear. 
When the boisterous sounds of war 
Shall echo through this valley's still retreat, 
Nor that heaven 
Which the purple glow of evep 
Paints so fair. 

From town and village through the lurid air 
To the flame's red horrors glare. 

Now we must the frame destroy, — 

It hath finish'd its employ ; 

So shall the hard-eam'd wish'd-for prize 

Glad our hearts and feast our eyes. — 
Swing the hammer, strike away. 
Till its form opens to the day ! 

d2 
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SBemi We ©locf ' foil auferflcM/ 
Wiu^ bie %otm in @tucfen gel^em 

Set 3J?eifler f atin We %oxm jerfctecfeen 
SWit weifer J^anb, jut redbten 3cit ; 
®oc|b n^el^e, wetm in ^lammenBddben • 
Sa« fllfi(>'nt)e (gr^ ji* fettfl befireit ! 
9?lint)w6t&ent) mie M "S^omvti Rta^ttt 
Serfptenflt e^ bai sziot\tni ^Qaui, 
tint) wie aui offnem .D^U^ttradben 
©peit e* 2?etber6en jfinbenb au^ ! 
2Bo toift ^tafti fimilo^ watten, 
So f ann ftc{) f ein @e6ilb ^efialten ; 
2Benn jtdb We 2?6lfer fel6fl Befrei'n, 
®a fann bie 2Bo|>lfa^irt ni*t gebeijjn* 

2Bei>/ wenn (tdb in bem ©c(>of bet ©tdbte 
S)et ^uetjunber fWl Si\f&uft ; 
©a^ 2?olf/ jewiflenb feine ^tm, 
Sm gi^en(>6lfe fcbrecflicb gteift ! 
Sa jemt an bet ©locfe ©ttangen 
®et ^ttfmlJt/ ba^ jte |>eulenb fdballty 
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Ere we can the bell behold, 

In pieces must we break the mould. 

The workman can destroy the mould 

In proper time, with practised hand ; 
But woe ! when bursting uncontrolled, 
The glowing metals fierce expand : 
Blind-raging with the crash of thunder, 
The house's walls they rend asunder. 
Scattering as from the jaws of hell 
Wide-wasting flames and ruin fell ! 
When senseless force is raging wide. 
No well-framed structure can abide ; — 
When by itself the mob is freed. 
There can no good effect succeed. 

Sad, in the bosom of the State 
When Treason's smothered ashes lie. 

And with self-conquered power elate, 
The mob assumes the mastery; 

Then force and violence invade 
The belfry tower ; the pealing chime. 



88 
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S)ie Cofung anjiimme im ©ewalt. 

gtei^eit unb ©Icidb^cit ! |)6rt man rdballeti : 
®cr m|)'se ^Burger gteifi jut m% 
®ie ©tiraf en fatten jidb; t)ie fallen, 
Unt) SBfitgetBanben jie|)n uw^en 
S)a wetben -ffieiBet ju .0pdncn 
Unb tirel6en wit gntfe^en ©dbetj ; 
Kodb jucfent), mit bti ^Pant^er^ 3^^"^/ 
3emi(ren fie iii ^iinUi .0erj. 
SWdbt^ ^eiligeif iji mt^t ; ii I6fen 
©idb atte 9?anbe ftomnter ©dbeu ; 
®et ®uee tduwt ben Pa$ tern S6fen, 
Unb aUe Cajler ipalten ftei* 
©efd^tU* ijf^ bm Ceu ju wtcfett, 

2et)0* l>er fdbttcftidbfie beir ©dbrecfen 
S)a« ifi ber aj?enf* in feinem 2Bai>m 
sffie!)* ^enen, We brn ©sig^linben 



39 

Designed for joy and peace« is made 
The tocsin to revolt and crime. 

Be free,*— be equal ! At the somid 

The peaceful burgher starts to arms. 
Streets, halls are fill'd, and wide around 

Are spread the murder-mongering swarms. 
Woman unsex'd, the savage beast 

Assumes, and acts the panther's part, 
From the slain foe with fiend-like jest 

Tears and devours the bleeding heart. 
Nought 's sacred ; — rent are all the ties 

Which man and man together bind : 
Good oppressed by evil lies. 

And vices revel unconfin'd.. 
To rouse the lion in his lair. 

To fall within the tiger^s hold, 
Is dreadful ; but more dreadful far, 

Man's raging passions un^ontroll'd. 
Then woe to him, the dazzling ray 

Of license to the mob who lends ! 
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@ie fhaW it^m nidbt; fte fanti mit iinnbixi, 
Unb dfdbert ©tdbf unb Cdnbet eim 

%nnU ^at mix @ott flegeben ! 
©e|>et, wie cin golbner (Seem 
^u^ ber ^AlfC/ 6lanf utib eben, 
@dbdlt {tdb ber metallne ^m\ ! 
2?ott betti .gelm jum ^ranj 

Sludb be^ 2Bappeii* nttti ©dbilbet 
toBen ben etfai^tiien 5Bilber* 

« 

herein! i^creini 

©efellen aUi, fdbliegt ben 3?ei[>en ! 
^af n^ir bie ©lotfe taufenb n^ei^n : 
Soncotbia foU i|ir 3?ame fepm 
3ur gintradbt, ju {^erjinrngeni Sereine 
2?erfammle fie bit liebenbe ©emeine* 

Unb biei fep fonan i[>t 99etaf, 
3B03U ber SWeiflet jie erfc&uf ! 
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It bums, but comforts not ; it leads astray, 
And towns and lands in common ruin blends. 

Heaven be praised ! With joy behold, 

Like a star of purest gold, 

From beneath its coat of clay 

Bursts the metallic, core to day : 

From edge to crown the vivid light 
Like the sunbeam sparkles bright. 
And the shield, well-finish'd, pays 
Its tribute to the workman's praise. 

Then hasten, comrades, form the ring, 
The bell shall have its christening ! — 
Concordia shall be its name; 
And let its pealing chime invite 
To union and heart-felt delight. 



Henceforward then shall it fulfil 

« 

The objects of the workman's skill. 



^odb iiitfm mUxn @rbenle6en 
@oU fie im hlaum J^ivmtUiAt 
Sic fSta^iaxin iti Sonnet^ fc&wcBen 
Utib di^^^a^n an bie @tenien»^clt ; 
@oU eine @timme fe^n t?on oBeni 
2Bie tet ©cflime (Kile (Sdbar, 
®ie il^ren @db6pfet wanbelnb loBeit 
Unb fu|)ten bai Befrdiiite 3^l>tf* 
9Iur en^i^en unb emflen S^in^en 
@e9 ii^t ntetallner Wiunb Qiwtii)t, 
Unb f}6nblidb mt ben fc()nellen @clbt9tn^en 
23eirfi|>f im gluge jie bie 3eiu 
Sem ©dbicf fal leijje fie bie S^tiQi ; 
@ e 1 6 fl ^etjloS, o|)ne 2»itaefuW; 
SSeglcite fie mit if^rem ©dbn^unge 
®e^ £e6en^ wedbfeltjolle^ @pieU 
Unb wie ber ^lang im D[>r Vitdt^zt, 
®et mddbti^ t6nenb i^x entfdballt t 
@o le|)te fie, ia^ nid^ti 6e(Je[>et/ 
Sag alleif Stbifdbe t?er|iallu 
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'Neath heaven's blue-vaulted canopy, 

There where the cradled thunders sleep, 
The neighbour of the starry sky, 

High o'er this dull earth shall it sweep. 
Shall join the chorus from above. 

Of the bright everlasting spheres, 
Which praise their Maker as they move. 

And lead along the circling years. 
Eternal things of import high 

Shall occupy and bless its chime. 
On it each hour which passes by 

Shall strike, and give a tongue to time* 
Its voice to sorrow it shall lend. 

Itself unfeeling joy or pain ; 
And with its varying notes attend 
On life's eventful varying scene : 
And as its tones, which loud and clear 

Burst forth, upon the ear decay; 
We learn that nothing 's constant here. 
That sounds of earth shall pass away. 
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3e$o mit bet ififaft bii ©ttange^ 
©iegt bie ©locf mit aui bcr ®ruft, 
^af fie in bai IKeicft be^ ^lan^e^ 
Stei^C/ in bie .^immel^lufr. 

@ie fcewegt fidb/ fdbwett ! 
^eube biefer ©eabt fcebeute, 
S t i e b e fe? il^r erjl ©eldate* 



J 
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Now the bell from out the ground, 
With rope and tackle's mastery, 
Shall mount into the realm of sound, 
Into the free and boundless sky. 
Pull then steady, hoist away !-— 
It moves ; now give it swing and play ! 
Let its first echoes vibrate sounds of joy. 
And Peace's triumphs its first notes employ. 
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